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He's a submarine officer R.N. We didn't come into
Holland together."

That was clever of him, Sophie thought.

The Baron turned away from the side-table, a glass and
a brandy decanter in his hands, holding them up.

"Telegraphed for you, I suppose?"

For an instant Lewis hesitated. "Yes, from the Hague
this afternoon."

They talked for a few minutes, Lewis being persuaded
to take off his coat. "I shan't publish Dirk van Leyden
myself," he said. "I scarcely know whether my firm's
alive or dead till I get home."

"Yes, I see that," the Baron answered, "You'll have a
tough struggle. But it will come right, you'll see. It will
come right when you have settled down to it."

"I hope so," Lewis said. "It will be a fight with precious
few munitions."

He rose to go. He shook hands with the Baroness.

"Good-bye," she said. "I hope you have a pleasant
journey."

He came to Sophie herself and when he touched her
she curled her toes again inside her shoes. He went to
Julie.

"Good-bye, Julie, until we meet again."

She had not moved while he was in the room. Suddenly
she leaned forward, put her hands on his arms, and kissed
him.

"Good-bye, dear Lewis."

She was smiling as she stood away from him, holding
out her hand.

The Baron chuckled. "That's the way for old friends
to say good-bye," he exclaimed, and drew her arm into
his own.

Next morning Sophie went into the post-office, bought
some stamps and a bag of sweets that she gave to the
postmistress's child, and began to spin the weights of the
balance on the counter.

VThat telegram from the Hague yesterday for the